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submarine officer was distinctly unwarlike. That
memory, and not his present work, might have
been the real thing. He knew Woodget, the man
in the Glengarry. He wanted to know more;
ever so much more. He mentioned other ships
and masters, to induce me. I got the idea that he
would let his mind, at least, escape into that time,
if only I would help him to let it go. But there
was that potent and silent enigma about us. . , .
No such escape for him. We have fashioned
other ships, and must use them. What we have
conjured up compels us to live with it. But when
you do not go to sea you may have what ships you
like. There is some but not much interest in the
reappearance in the newspapers of the sailing lists ;
a few of the old names appear again, though new
ships bear them. But late at night, when a
westerly wind with rain turns for me a neighbour-
ing yew tree into an invisible surge, then it is the
fortune of one who remembers such as the Cutty
Sark to choose different ships and other times.
Why not choose them ? They were comely
ships, and now their time seems fair. Who would
care to remember the power and grey threat of
a modern warship, or the exotic luxury of a liner